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Burglar bands were a common feature of Petrograd life in those
days, so I was not unduly disturbed. Slipping on a dressing-gown, I
put my pistol in my pocket and hurried out into the corridor.
K------and Vidiakin appeared at their doors simultaneously and the
three of us rushed along the passage into the kitchen where our cook
was cowering in abject terror in a corner watching the back door
rattle on its hinges. Roy dashed past us, and putting his fore-paws
up on the straining door, barked loudly. The rattling ceased.
Determined to teach this intruder a lesson, I signed to Vidiakin
to put out the light. With my revolver ready in my hand, I threw
the door wide open. In the dim light of the staircase I saw a man with
a rifle in his hand. But before I had time to speak or move, Roy leapt
from the middle of the kitchen floor clean on to the fellow's chest and
dog and man went tumbling down the steps. There was a scrambling
and snarling on the next landing and we heard heavy footsteps
running down the stairs. Switching on the light, I called to Roy to
come back. The wolf-hound looked up but apparently relished the
chase better than obedience, for with a loud bark he shot down the
stairs after the fugitive. I was about to dash after him when the maid
stopped me with a cry that somebody was trying to break in the
front door.
As we hurried back to the hall I pressed the alarm bell which
would summon our neighbours. We held a whispered consultation.
A tremendous rattling and banging was being made upon the front
door. We formed a plan. Vidiakin stood beside the door with a
poker. I stood in the centre of the hall with my revolver. K------
pulled the door open and jumped behind it.
The man on the other side must have been just about to hurl
himself against it to burst it open with his shoulders, for when the
door flew open he staggered right into the room. He stopped just
in front of me and before he could recover his balance I gave him
a savage upper-cut full under the jaw. He dropped at my feet.
"Hands up !" shouted a voice. Two other men appeared in the
open door-way. One of them was levelling a rifle at me. I put my
hand above my head and moved back a step.
"Stop where you are !" he shouted. Pretending to be afraid of
him I fell back another two steps. As I had hoped he followed, and
Vidiakin's poker descended on his head. His rifle dropped with a
clatter and he followed it to the floor. His companion gave a loud
yell and ran for his life.
Kicking the man with the broken head farther Into the room
K------whooped with delight and closed and locked the door. We
were so delighted with our victory that we could hardly contain
ourselves but ran round the room slapping one another on the